MADEMOISELLE  C.   C.	I3!
The circumstance of his imprisonment somewhat de-
pressed our spirits, and I could not help feeling uneasy when
C. C. told me that her father was expected home from the
country that night. When I was bidding her farewell she
slipped a note into my hand, in which she gave me instruc-
tions to re-enter the house that night, by means of a key
contained in her letter. I should find her, she said, in her
' brother's room. As the reader may imagine, I was exact at
the rendezvous. I entered the house without difficulty, and
found my angel awaiting me.
£My father has arrived in perfect health/ she said, cbut he
treats me like a child, though I fear that he will soon see I
am no longer a child. God knows what he will do if he
discovers I have a lover!5
'What can he do? If he refuses me your hand, I will run
away with you, and the patriarch will not withhold from us
the nuptial benediction. We shall belong to each other for
ever.3
clt is what I desire more than anything in the world. But,
O my dear friend, you do not know my father!'
The next day this terrible parent had a long interview
with M. de Bragadin, the result of which was worse even
than the mother had predicted it would be, for he declared,
that as his daughter had still four years to wait before he
would allow her to marry, he had decided she should pass
those four years in a convent; he added, by way of soften-
ing his refusal, that if by that time I had a good position,
and we were both of us still in the same mind, he would
consent to our union.
That night the little key was useless, for the door was
bolted on the inside. I passed twenty-four hours in the
cruellest perplexity, not knowing what to do for the best;
as the brother was in prison, it was very difficult for me to
hold any communication with C. C.
A prey as I was to desperate and sombre thoughts, I paid
a visit to her mother. I was met at the door by a servant,
who told me the family had gone into the country, she did

